FORTY  THOUSAND  AGAINST  THE  ARCTIC
a great delicacy in a Polar town, but hardly appreciated
as such by the foreign sailors, who did not realize it had
rarity value and that a great amount of work and resource-
fulness had gone in its making. Then followed pork chops
with tomatoes, radishes and cucumbers; and tinned fruit
salad. Igarka had offered its best and most expensive—fresh
vegetables. The British and Finnish sailors however turned to
sweets and chocolates a minute after the banquet, and
stuffed their pockets with all sorts of candies and mass-
produced acid drops which they bought in the buffet
downstairs.
As soon as the meal was over, speech-making began on
a grand scale. The club is under the joint management of
a Russian and a foreigner. This foreign maitre de plaisir
is a Hamburg-born Australian sailor who had ten years at
sea and five years in Soviet ports to his record. He is
Russia's host No. i for foreign seamen. In the winter he
acts as secretary of the Red equivalent of the 'Missions for
Seamen5 in Odessa; in summer he does the same in the
Arctic. Every morning he could be seen going from ship
to ship, talking to the sailors in English or German, asking
what he could do for them, inviting them to a football
match, to an excursion into the sawmills, to a Polar farm,
or to a dance. He told them all they wanted to know
about Russia—but they were not very inquisitive.
Now he got up and welcomed the guests in the name of
the local population, especially the young, and announced
that we should have an hour of 'questions and answers'
about our mutual countries, followed by two hours' dancing
and private merry-making.
As soon as he sat down, a fanatic little Georgian woman
shot up from her seat to make a speech about the Young
Communist League. As she was speaking, I remembered
our frequent discussions at home as to whether the Soviets
were clever propagandists. The little country woman of
Stalin certainly was not. Instead of telling something of
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